FATHERS AND CHILDREN
Nikolai Petrovitch's head sank despondently,
and he passed his hand over his face.
* But to renounce poetry ?' he thought again;
1 to have no feeling for art, for nature . * /
And he looked round, as though trying to
understand how it was possible to have no
feeling for nature. It was already evening; the
sun was hidden behind a small copse of aspens
which lay a quarter of a mile from the garden ;
its shadow stretched indefinitely across the still
fields, A peasant on a white nag went at a
trot along the dark, narrow path close beside
the copse; his whole figure was clearly visible
even to the patch on his shoulder, in spite of
his being in the shade; the horse's hoofs flew
along bravely. The sun's rays from the farther
side fell foil on the copse, and piercing through
its thickets, threw such a warm light on the aspen
trunks that they looked like pines, and their
leaves were almost a dark blue, while above
them rose a pale blue sky, faintly tinged by the
glow of sunset The swallows flew high ; the
wind had quite died away, belated bees hummed
slowly and drowsily among the lilac blossom;
a swarm of midges hung like a cloud over a
solitaxy branch which stood out against the sky.
'How beautiful, my God!* thought Nikolai
Petnmtch, and his favourite verses were almost
on his lips; he remembered Arkady's Stef u*d